NADIR, THE PERSIAN             33
As God's above, I have spoken the truth. 'Twas the common talk of the bodyguard, And well was it known in the barrack-yard. If I've played false to my gracious lord, I offer my perjured throat to his sword. We thought thou knewest as well as we,
And marvelled that thou shouldst show Such a wealth of love for a girl of the street
As to lay great Nadir low, Because he had heard of the Wild Rose fair, And presumed for a while with thee to share In the joy of her eyes and her golden hair. But from the loose talk of a fevered mind, I learn that my lord is wholly blind, And has taken a crow for a snow-white dove, And a stroller's wiles for a maiden's love."
He ceased with a sudden, startled look, For my weakened frame with laughter shook, I held my sides and rolled on the earth, And uttered wild peals of ghastly mirth.
'Twas the devil'e own gibe, bizarre, uncouth* It could not be aught but the naked truth. How could there shine an unsullied star In (the noisome purlieux of Kandahar ? Like a boy in his teens, I, a world*wise man, Had played the fool for a courtesan.
I laughed till the cave's deep echoes awoke At the wit of the cruel, superlative joke.